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lation, twelve thousand Mercenaries, and all the Eaters-of-Unclean-Things. They, like M&tho, had their eyes rivetted on the horizon of Carthage, and the populace, as well as the ScJialtecMm, beheld her lofty walls from afar, dreaming of the infinite joys behind them. In the agreement of hatred, the resistance was quickly organised. Leather-bottles were used to make helmets, all the palms in the gardens were hewn down to furnish lances, cisterns were excavated; and as for food, they fished along the lake shore, catching large white fish which fed on the corpses and filth.
Their ramparts, kept in ruins by the jealousy of Carthage, were so weak that one might threw them over with a push of the shoulder. Mdtho ordered the breaches to be filled up with the stones from dwellings. It was the supreme struggle ; he hoped for nothing, and yet, he said to himself, that Fortune was fickle.
AR the Carthaginians drew near, they noticed a man on the rampart, who from his waist overtopped the battlements. The arrows flying about him seemed not to frighten him more than a flight of swallows, Most extraordinarily, not one touched him,
Hamilcar pitched his camp on the southern side ; Narr' Havas on his right occupied the plain of Hhades ; Hanno was stationed on the lake shore; and the three generals were bound to retain their respective positions BO that all should attack the walls at one and the same time.
But Hamilcar, in the first place, desired to show the Mercenaries that he would chastise them like